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Untwisting ail the chains that tie

The hidden soul of harmony;

That Orpheus' self may heave his head

From golden slumber on a bed

Of heap'd Elysian flowers, and hear

Such strains as would have won the ear

Of Pluto, to have quite set free

His half-regain'd Eurydice.

These delights, if thou canst give,
Mirth with thee, I mean to live.

A Legend of Bregenz
ADELAIDE  PROCTER
GERT round with rugged mountains
The fair Lake Constance lies,
In her blue heart reflected
Shine back the starry skies,
And, watching each white cloudlet
Float silently and slow,
You think a piece of Heaven
Lies on our earth below.
Midnight is there; and silence
Enthroned in heaven, looks down
Upon her own calm mirror,
Upon a sleeping town;
For Bregenz, that quaint city
Upon the Tyrol shore.
Has stood above Lake Constance
A thousand years and more.